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perpetually mocked by weaker and weaker results,
and with no spiritual sense to understand what
surrounds it, with the mind's vision growing dim,
with the apprehension of art dwarfed to taking com-
fort in bric-a-brac, with no hope or suggestion of
sight beyond the grave. In the old age of the plant
the roots continue to thicken out and deepen down,
when there is neither blossom nor fruit The spec-
tacle of an old man with his intellect keen, with his
experience bitter, with his appetites unsatiated, with
the memory of past enjoyment stinging him, and
deprived of the physical power to enjoy, is so familiar
that we accept it as one of the commonplaces of life.
Scarcely any one remembers that he will in turn live
on into such an old age, if he does not sacrifice daily
to the invisible powers ; and even less does any of
us assume that the world may easily put on this
form of decrepitude:

The consummation coming past escape.
When we shall live most, and yet least enjoy.

Our morality will then be the emasculate tenderness
of those who shrink from violence, not because it is
a transgression of order, but because it is noisy and
coarse; and having outlived strong passions, and the
energy by which will translates itself into act, we
shall plume ourselves on having abolished vice. Our
intellectual discipline will be derived from the year-
book and the review, and our intellectual pleasure
from the French* novel. Yet there seems no reason
why men of this kind should not perpetuate the race,
increasing and multiplying, till every rood of earth
maintains its man, and the savour of vacant lives
will go up to God from every home.